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THIS ATARTS THE ATORY
rhe steamahip Doraine wailed from
Houth Amerioan port to the United
ates with 780 possengars. It was
ver seen n‘rﬂn. Alrrrm Adonla
rolval o discon a stowaway,
4 e pui to work under g::tr:l...lt;m
- o poseen reco
'.“:’:;au she Mﬂmd with of a
iy, Tiwo deckhondas forsuke the ahip
o boat; the wireless tranamitier re-
yoa fo operote; forty-sa :{ the orew
4 many passengers ors killed (n an
plosion. The boat aprinps a leak, o
wic ansvuss and they take to the i$fe-
ats, but re-enter the big ship and
daye. Perolval has proved in-
;wa le to ¥hl tain; he has quelled

mut among the sleer-
,Tr;:;mm. oth e Clinton
4 Maodame Obosky, o beautiful

useian, show wmarked (nterest
URG el At o mout oritical point
«d o eiphted —an  uninhabited
and, An szploration nnﬂy. headed
. Percival, planta the Htars and
ripen on the ialand and commences
puild Auts and preparea for a long
., Every one {a prossed info servioe
4 the work {a in the hands of Per-
sal. Londover, o New York banker,
skea troudle for Mm by refusing to
ke ovders, and a cligus {a formed,
s Clinton {8 “Landover”
0, with Madame Obosky aiding and
etting Percival in Ma endeavors.

AND HERE IT CONTINUES
y HAVE a perfect figure,” sald Olga
ealmly. "It Is worth pressrving. No
 admires my body so much as I do
gelf. 1 must not get fat. When you
,a fat old woman, I shall stil]l be wa
m now. You wlill diet, and pray, and
a—becauss You are growing old—
1 1 shall do none of these thinge. I
1lke a pig, I never pray, and I do
belleve In growing old. But you do
come to see me about mysolf, Miss
ston.  You find me eitting ldly with
|sgn cromsed, and you are surprise
vork aa [ dance—very, oh, mo very
4 while T am nt ze tusk—but with
juerit poriods of rest. Ho I do not
r out myself too moon. It Ia tha only
. ZWork for an hour, rest for ten
utes—relax and forget—and you wiil
haw wall It n, hy do you comw ¢
it (o talk about the baby?
Yes, It In, Madame Obosky, 1 hava
e to ask you to ume your influence
1 Mr. Percival, You-—"'
But | have no Influence with Mr,
efvall,” Interrupted the other, stur-

uth flushed,
ot
Ah, yes—hut nothing more than zat,
, too, are his friend, Misas Clinton."”
{ nea little or nothing of Mr. Perci-
" mald Rulhn nll!l{ly.a “We are not
nds—not really friends.’’
But you admire him, eh? Quite as
h aa I admire hlin—and as every
elno doew,”
There ara certaln thinga about him
1 admire, of course,'’
You ndmire him for tha same reason
[ admire him, Hecause he has o
rming and agreeable way of telling
10 to the devil. In that not so?
Madame Obosky !"
It comes to the samp thing., If you
1d like me te put it In another form,
has & very courteous way of reslst-
Ho I8 most aggravating, Miss Clin-
Ho s moat disappointing. He
ald be llke soft olay in our hands,
he {en't. Is that not so?"
Is It not poasible, Madnme Oboaly,
| we—>you and I—may have an ¢n-
ly different viewpoint so far us Mr
clval is concerned? Or any other
w for that matter?” with spoke
ly, almost !nsulnnﬂ{.
| dare say,” agreed Olga, composedly,
in the least offended by the Impli-
on. “You want to marry him,
not."
How dare you may that? 1 do not
It to marry that man. I do not want
narey him, T say."”
How Interesting. You surprise me,
s Clinton. It appears, then, that our
vpoint 16 In nowlse different, after

“You are hlg friend.

What do you mean by that?"

| lenve It to your Imagination—and
eflection, Listen! We may ay well
friends. You do not wish to admit
wen to yourself, but you are In love
y him, 8o am 1. Tho differonca be-
en us I8 that 1 reallza I can got
i without him, and still be happy.
am not jealous, my dear, If I were,
wuld hute you—and I do not. He s
pvo with you, You know it perfectly
., becauss you are not a fool. He is
I love w th me. No more am I &

. Ho—"'
| am not in love with him!™" "
jo be it sald Olga shortly. “"Havae
¢ nwn way about it. It ig not my
ir, You have coms to me, however,
use you know he loves you and you
w vou do not 1‘1‘0\'; hln;;_ why thare-
, are you afrald of me
t In uneless to continue thig——""
th 1 mee! You do not wish my girle
sar our conversation.” Without more
phe ordered the three “lrln out of
hut. “Go out mnd play,’ she com-
ded. 'Chen, na the girla departed in
e, ahn turned to Iuth, “I am very
ghtless, You are not 'n the hahit ol
ussing your love affalrs quite 0
wously as 1. Poof | They do not care,
o giris. Love aftairs mean mnothing
1y girls"”
“have no love affair to discuss, Ma-
s Obosky. You need not have sent
1 awny. Goud-by, There is nothing
5 to he sald——"
)o not go awav—pleass, You do not
# whether to like me or not. You do
understand me. You have never en-
itered any woman as honest as 1 am,
s the trouble. 8it down, please, Let
ulk, Wa may here to or on
island all the rest of our lives, Miss
ton. It would not be right for us to
, each other, When you aro mar
r, Percivall you will have nothing fo
from me 1 glve you my aolemn oath
gat, Mim Clinton. Our littls world
18 too sumall, 1f we ware out in the
t blg world—waell, It might be Alffor.
then. But, how, 1 uak you, is It pos-
y fur me to run awny with your hus-
| when there I8 no plics to run away

w spoke so  qualntly that Ruth

*d in spite of herself

fou mre & most extraordinary per-
Madame (ll.n)\ly. I—1 can't dislike
No, thank yol, I sha'n't sit down.

me to sea you about the naming of

hlh;‘ I suppose you know that we

ave

180 declded to oppuss tho—-"
Ven, ye—1 know," interrupted tho
T, "E{ut why should we oppose? It

very mmall malter.'”

10 you really belleve those men hud
' have—the right to glve o nama to
ly Crulse’'s baby? I don't belleve
adame Obouky."

n the fAirst place, can you blamo Mr.
dvall for taking the matter out of tho
her's hands? Mothers are very, oh,
ory stupld sometimen, you know, For
mplo, my dear Misa Clinton, you
* but  to gee what Mr, Percivall's
her did to him when he was an in-
. Hhe called him Algernon Adonis—
why? Boecause shs thought he was
most wonderful child in all the
Id—and because she wus silly. I ran
oMt hear her arg!.unf1 now with the
er, poor man, ne day I neked Al
in - Adonis what naine his father
¢d him by-—I wae so sure he woeuld
call him Algernon, He mald that up
he day his frther died he called him
- That's w boy's name, you see, [ am
Avor of children being named by out-
™, disinterested outmiders—a com-
¢8 or something—men preferably. [
k this child should be called Duraine
'¥ Crulse she do not care what sho
it now that it {s not possible to call
"":'"'l.\f Percivall or Percivall Jimmy.
lan 1t occurred to you that if It had
' & boy, all these men would have
ned on Jimmy, without the Perci-

| llke the name Doraine-—we all do.
"t We resent {s Mr. Perclval's pro-
PHON Jie——

Lot ma tell you one more thing. Do
ermit Mr, Perclvail to address your
knatlon mesting tonight, for If you
Bnd he smllen zat nlee, good.hu-
d umile and tolls the Indies sat he is
¥ 1o have displeass them, and zat he
P, Plame entirely for the blunder—
¥ Zat will be the end!"

&M not so sure of that,” said Ruth,
4% ure sotme very determined women
Wk us, Madame Obosky.” A falnt
l'iwnrmj batween her eyes, howaver
“’M yknnwldnnr doubt and uncer-
Q.-w_am you will not join us In the
a

" %218 Olga. ahaking her head "7

Am contant te let the men have their wa
In smrll things, Mise Clinton. It mukog
sem-—thern 00 much easler to manage
when ([t comen to the big things, 1 i
from sxperiencs, Once let & man t Ink
he I monareh of all he murveys and he
becomes the most humble of subjects, An
thw sald bhefore, wa may all be here

r a long. long time, No one can teil
80, T say, we must pat our men on the
baok l;ui tell zom what at, wise
strong fellows they are—and how Koo
and ﬂlluﬂ too, Then tlmr will fight for
uas Itka the 1lon, and gey—they wIIT work
for us like the nsp and the oxen, be-
CAURe man he enjoya to be npplavded
Rreatly. A man ilkes ta have his halr
rubhbod Tonliy with the finger tips. He
will amile und close hia eyes and If he
knew how he would purr like the oat.

ut, my dear, he do not liks to have hig
halr pulled. Zat ia something for you
to remember—you and all your deters
ml;_u-d \:D::;::. an you gnu thnlin.';

0 you understand, Madame
Obosky, I—and (he other women—aro
thinking only of Betty Crulse In this
matter.™

"From what 1 hava been told, all these
men out hers stayed awnke half the
nlght thinking about her, Miss Clinton,

8y Dbehave llke ro many distrnoted
fathers walting for newn from the bed-
chamber. Hlesa thelr hearts, you might
think from thelr actlons that the whole
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two—three hundred of them considor
theranelven the consolldated father of
nttu.n'm lr\b:nm."

T must wetting back to my work,"”
aald Ruth abruptly, Her eves wars
shining, her volce wan soft and stran ely
thiek, “But,” she went on bravely, J’ter
olearing her throat, “we Intend to fighs
It ou! with them just the same, Madama
Obonky."

Ol u\:‘;hl to theld?ordwlthﬂlwr.

o ean you Intend to fight It out
wls.h Mr. Perolvall—you yourself, eh?
1t is not a personal matter with me,
let tne remind you onece more, He s thelr
leadar, He dominates tham, He i the
f-ﬁrga that haldn them together. That'e
all"

“And you would render that fores im.
p;:tum-.lyh'.’ I see. Tow wlse you woms
en are !

1tuth stopped short, struck by the re-

mark,  "Say that agnin, plemse,”
Olgo repoated the worda slowly, sig-
niflcantly, and added: “They might

huve a worse leader, Migs Clinton.'

At ancther t!me, Ituth Clinton would
have been deeply lmpressed by the un-
derlying mignificance of the Russian's
words.  But yhe was ut the mercy of &
#tubborn, rebelllous pride. Sho chosa to
lgnore the warning that lay In Ubosky's
remark,

Hhe folt herself boaten, and she woas
deflant, It was too lute to hark now te
the mild, temperates volee of remson,

Smrw:hln{ rankled deap down in her
soul, something nho wus ashamed to ace
knowledge cven to herself, It waw the
diangreeable conviation that Perclval as-
cribed her activities to nothing more
stable than feminine perverelity—in faoct,
ahe had the uncomfortable feellng that
he even went #o far us to atiribute them
to spltefulness,  Homething n his volee
and manrer. uo he loft her that morning,
euggestod the kindly chlding of a will-
fui child. Well, Le ahoula see !

"I doti't care whut it all comes to, Ma-
dame Obosky," she mald, & ved spot 'n
;'u-‘-h cheek, "He nhiall not name that
by,

The Russian gmiled. "Forglve me for
maying that you will not feel so bitterly
toward him when the time comes for him
to nwme your baby."

Aho stared for

Ruth's lpa fell apart,

a moment In sheer astonishiment. Then
she puled with unger, Drawing herself
te her full height, sho nsked:

“Are you dellberately trying to make
ma deapise you?"

"By no means,” replled tho other gquite
clwerfully, I am inercly ‘l\'lnr you
romething to think about, eat in all"

“"Rubblsh ¥ was all that Ruth flung
over her slioulder us shoe waiked away,

C(HAPTER XV

It wis the noon hour, Seores of men
wero rontlnf in the shade of the huts as
eha ptrode briskly past. They all smiled
cheertly, but there wans 4 humored
mockery In thelr smlles, ere and there
Wwere groups of women taliking earnestly,
excltedly,

Abel Landover was leaning in hle
doorway, watching her approach, Wis
eyes gleamed, She was very beautiful,
nhe waa very densirablo. Bhe had been in
his mind for months—this fine, wtrong.
thoroughbred daughter of a thorough-
bred gentleman, I8 mleeves were rolled
up, hia thront was bare; his strong,
deeply lined face wns as brown as o
berry; if anything, his cold gray eyem
wera “m.nl:r and more penstrating than
in the daya when they looked out from
& whiter countenancs, Ho was o ﬂ“‘l)h"
dominunt flgure despite the emats to
which he had fallen—a sllent, sinister
figure that might well have been de-
soribed ag "The Thinker." For he was
always thinking,

“I understand you tackled the 'boss’
this morning, Ruth,” he sald os she
camea up,

“I daresny the news (s all over the
fnland by this time,” she replled, still

‘“Fﬁ"
‘Was It worth while? he Inquired, a
trace of derlslon in his voloe,

She was on the point of replying rather
emphatically In the negative, when sud-
denly she recalled the look in Percival's
oyea and the first words he spole to her,
She caught her breath. Her eyes spark-
led, her lipa parted in o rosy smlie.

"Yea, Mr. Landover, It wus warth
while,” she sald, and went on, leaving
him to reflectlions that were as per-
plexing as they were unanticlpated,

t ’She h.“ml'rli.e‘:!ﬂmi.‘lI P:rul.hltiﬂ
riumph. After a val was In love
with her. She did not need fga Obosky
to tell her that. She could see, she
could feel for herself, A certaln glee
pousessed her—Iindeed, as she ter.
ward succeeded In analyzing the sen-
sation, it bordered decldedly on malice.
8he had It In her power to make h
miserable and unhappy., Bhe would en-
}a{‘ meeing him unhappy!

he meanness of the woman who longe
to ipjuro the man who loves her
whether loved or unloved, revealed itsel
for the moment In this fair-mindad,
generous girl, (It {a a common tralt,
ndmitted by many falr-minded and gen-
erous women.) But even aa phe aod-
dled and encournged thoe little sprout of
vengeance, the chill of common sense
rushed up and blighted It

the had a slckening Impression that
Percival would fll to play the part
woeording to her conception, In faot,
tis wan quite capable of not playing it
at all, He would pursue the even tenor
of his way—ashe actually mode uss of
the time-honored phrase In her refloc-
tlon—and she would get amall satls-
faction out of that, )

Moreover, thera waa Olgn Obosky to
be reckoned with. She waas consclous
of a hot, swiftly pasaing senso of suf-
focatlon as the thought of Olga rushed
unbldden Into her braln—{or an lnatant
only—and then came the reactlon: o
gueer chill that raced over her body
from head to foot. What part would
0l Obosky pluy In the game?

he women congregated on the for-
ward dack of the Doraine after supper
that night The evening repast was no
longer dignified by the word dinner.
The alky wos Ilnky black; not a star
fickered In the vault above, There were
low, far-off mutterings of thunder, The
ra!l lanterns—fow and far between—
threw their pnllid beamns down Into the
rippling basin in a sickly effort to pene-
trato the gloom.

Captain Trigger and Mr, Mott, samok-
ing the!r plpes un the makeshift bridge,
atudied the throng of wemen In dour
pllenca

Y1 understand the farmors are pray-
tngr for rain.” remirked Mr. Mott, sniff-
Ing the alr with considerable satisfac-
tion,

“It would do no end of good™ sald
Captaln Trigger, without taking his eyes
from the chattering masa below.

Mr. Codge, the purser, Joined them,

“What nre they walting for? he
asked. “"Why don't they call the meet-
lrlq to order?

“They did thut half an hour agv,"
sald Mr, Mott, "Good Lord, man, can't
you hear them tulking? Huve you na
eara at nll? .

“Rut they're all talking ut once."

“And why chouldn't thev?' demanded
the first officer. “It's thelr meeting,
Ian't 1wy

“I met Miss Clinton as I was uomlni
up. Bhe was golng to her room,
poled her how the meeting was gettin
along. [ don't bellave she underston
me. becauss all phe eald wes ‘good-
night.' "

‘-1 guess whe understood you, all
right,” sald Mr. Mott, again “niffing th
alr, "Heemn to me {t's gotting a little
nearer, Captaln Trigger. o re's
littla breese coming up, too,

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

-rA'Nb FURTHERMORE DonT ‘rou
MAKE My DESK A PARKING PLace
AMD BESIDES — (eTc)

* THAT

THATS THE WAY To HAND

THE GREASED SLIDE, CAM!
TREAT THESE MEN ROUGH
T SAY! WE SHOWED Em

——

Db You
HEAR ME
TELL MM T

FRESH BiLL CLERK

GEE ITS GREAT To KNoOw

WE WOMEN HAVE. OUR RIGHT
PI..A.CE. IN THE WORLD! AINT IT
WONERFUL NOW WERE MEN'S
EQUAL AN' EVERYTHING ? WELL

THIS MORAING T
DELIBERATELY WALNED
RIGHT THROUGH THE

SMOKING CAR !
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SHOW 'Em ! F-

The Young Lady Across the Way

The young lady "weross the way
suys the company wants to raise the
price of natura) ﬁuu from thirty to
slxty cents n thousand feet and
she'll venture to say a good many
of the feet aren't more than eight
or nloe inches long, elther,
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PETEY—These Things Do Happen

By C. A. Voight

- JusT A MINUTE - COME AWAY

LADY— “You FRom THAT

DRoPPED A MAw " Sweene
Packace’ A_A
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CAKE AN JIP

SMART MY 0o 15,
TIMMIE « THE O THeR
DAY 1 ORdPPED A
GUARTER IN THE

TUAT'S NOTHIN |
{ DROPPED A HALF

A DOLLAR IN THE
CAE- /N WHAT

»

Bu Percy L. Crosby

HE JUMPED IN THE CAKE
"N COMEOUT WITH A
HALF A PouND OF Co0 FIsH




